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Indian clothing, had a white skin and straw-coloured
hair. With his servant's assistance, Major Jones
carried Olga to a couch in the veranda, and then held a
glass of water to her lips. She drank avidly, and then,
partially restored, expressed her thanks. Fearful of
discovery, Olga looked round apprehensively in terror of
being overheard, and drew her sari over her face. Major
Jones, observing this, ordered his servants to withdraw.
All did so, with the exception of Hatnid, the chauffeur and
palace spy, who concealed himself within earshot,
among the crotons, which, for protection against the sun,
had been collected on the veranda steps.
"What's the matter? Who are you?" said the
doctor kindly.
"I'm English and have just escaped from the
Maharaja's palace where Fve been a prisoner for over a
year/'
" A prisoner in Ghanapur Palace ? "
" Yes. But it's not about that Fve come. It's to tell
you that the Maharani has been murdered."
" Murdered ? "
Olga nodded. "Yes, at six o'clock this evening.
Mr. Durrant, the private secretary, disguised himself to
look like you and then, pretending to be the doctor,
injected Her Highness with poison."
Thinking Olga to be insane, Major Jones said nothing.
He again presented the glass of water and again Olga
drank* Then, as her composure returned, she continued,
" I recognized Jack Durrant by his P. andO. sleeve-links."
The doctor gave a start. He, too, had noticed the
sleeve-links on several occasions.
" When Jack Durrant saw that I knew him, he was
frightened, and dropped the syringe. It broke to
pieces, on the stone floor, and I've one of the bits here."
Olga unknotted her bundle and produced the match box.
" Open it 1" she commanded*
Major Jones obeyed and removed the piece of glass